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Tempest in a gramophone 


Author's Notes: 

Again | will say that | wrote this based on what | know of their personalities and history, its got references 
likely only familiar to long-time fans (especially those who read the Toolband newsletters). And | have been 
lucky enough to view Danny's Grammys for "AEnema" and "Schism" up close. But Danny's speech last night 
made me laugh and cry (well, tear up anyway), it was so very him. As for the other reference, Danny is a 
die-hard Lakers fan, and I'm pretty sure he's the one who converted Justin to basketball (even as he continues 


to believe English football is superior, of course). 


So.inumber three of these geegaws," Danny cracked, once he handed back the unengraved award to its’ 
designated minder, moving on with Justin to the press room after their moment at the podium. He referred to 
those trophies which every member of Tool got to place on their mantel, as one year Adam had been awarded 


a Grammy in his name only. 
"Wot's a geegaw?" 


"Ah, what would you guys call it? A gimcrack, maybe?" 


"Dunno wot that is either 
"Okay then, junk" 

"Y'really think so?" 

Danny laughed. "It's just one more thing to dust. Did | tell you Zola broke off the horn part of the first one?" 
"Blimey! Oh well, sjust plastic, after all” 

"Yeah, the bitch of it is he wasn't even tryin!" 

They laughed as they got in line for their turn with the press corps. 

"Y'know that's a cracking suit, Dan, but | think | like your old one better 

"The one Sabine picked out? Don't let Rynne hear you say that!" 

Justin chuckled. "I think it's because we were so young and beautiful then, weren't we?" 


"You certainly were, honey," Danny teased. "That unruly mop you had. Did | ever tell you how Maynard reacted 
to my outfit when he came with me the last time?" 


"Didn't y'say he was mortified beyond belief?" 


Danny laughed uproariously and several people in line looked at him with barely-suppressed hostility. He ignored 
them. 


"And that was the whole goddamn point of dressing like that. He tried to play it off, just gave me this look, like, 
Really, Daniel? You know like he does. But | could tell he was so embarrassed. Fuckin’ priceless, man. And | said, 


‘Hey, you said it was dressy casual!" 


"Wot does that even mean?! | think it was the Dickies wot got me. So y‘cleaned up for little ole me again, did 


ya?" 


Danny looked into Justin's eyes and saw the same person he'd always known.the one who loved him beyond 


measure, the one always proud to stand beside him in unity. 
"| did indeed, but nothing | ever wear will be the equal of that bowtie, Chancellor. 


They both cracked up and were summarily shushed by everyone else in the room, but as always, within this 
bullshit three-ring circus of the recording industry, the only thing which truly mattered was their own 


charmed circle. They could even say that was likely the reason they had been awarded consistently, release 
after release. The four of them knew the pursuit of excellence was a path outside of all this illusory glory, 
even as to claim this (perhaps dubious) honor had its' own value too. 

"We're gonna ditch the other thing, aren't we?" Justin asked. 


Danny nodded. "Its gonna be too sad, sitting in there thinking about Kobe. What a goddamn mess." 


"Y'know, | think he would say we should be proud We know we're the best, but it's nice when other people tell 
you too." 


Danny bit his lip and Justin couldn't tell if the gesture was serious. 
"Goddamn ya | said | wasn't gonna cry!" 


Justin leaned into Danny, against the solidity and strength he continued to cherish. "Think ‘bout Zola breakin 


this one too." 


Danny grinned, and in that moment the Sun was shining forth once more. 


